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The Tr&gedit 

Intnemainebitttll, whole puiffanceoneithirfide 
Shall bre well winged with our chicfcftl-prle £ 

This, and Saint George to boore, what thinkeft thou not 
Ntrh good dire£hon warlike foueraigne, Hefh e L tk 
Thi. found 1 one my cent this morning. bimap/p 

Jecfyy ofTljrfofyfie not to bold, 

F or Dufy* tby mafier is bought stud fold, 

Xing. A thing dtoifed by theeartny, 

Goc Gentlemen euery man vnto hi $ charge, 

Let not our babltng drea nes affright our loules, 
Confcience is a word that coward* vie, 

Deuifdeas firft ro keepe theftrong in awe, 

Our ftrong armes be o afr co nfc ien cc>,o j r fwOrd s our few*, 
March on.ioync braucly, If tvs too it pell swell, 

If not to heauen, then hand in hand to hell* Mis oratu% 
What (hall I lay more then I blue inferd, tohis a rm, 

Remember who you are in cope witha’l, 

A fort of vababonds^Rafcols^nd run-awayes, 

A feumof Brictaines-,and bafe lackey pefants, 

Whomc their ore cloyed countrey vomits forth 
Todefperatcaduenturesand afford dcftru&ion. 

You fleeping fafe they bring you to vnreft : 

You hauing lands, and bleft with bcautious wiuea. 

They would reftrainc the one, diftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow? 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers ceft, 

A mi Ike- lop one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold asouer Ihooesin liiow : 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the leasagaine, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerweening rags of Fraui f*„- 
Thefe famiflitbeggers weary of their Hues, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of meancs p aorc rats had lung’d tbemfelaes. 

If we be conquered let men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owneland beaten, bob’d and thumpt, 

Aud on record left them the heire of fhame. 

Shall thefe cnioy our lands, lie without wiues ? 

^auilhour daughters, harke I heire there drum, 
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^/■RWiard the Third. 

uiphtGenttemea of EngUnd^x boldly yeomen, 

Kw Archers, draw youarowes to thehead 
Spur your proud horfes hard, and 1 ride m blood. 

Amaze the welkin with yonr broken Kayes, 

VVhat faies Lord Stanley will he bring his power . 

McL My Lordhedoth deny to come. 

Off with his (onne Gorges head. 

Nor. My Lord the enemy is paftthe mar Ha, 

After the battell let George Stanley die. 

KwgN tboufand hearts arc gseat w«h in myfcofome, 
AJuance our ft jndards, let vpon our foes. 

Oar ancient vvordofeourage faire Saint Getrge 
lufpire vs with the fpcene of fiery Dragons, 

Vpon them, riftory fits one eurhdpei. 

Alarum txcur(ions, Enter Catesby. 

Cat. Refcew my L«rd of Norfolk*, relcew refeew. 

The King ena&s mote wonders then a man, 

Daring an eppofite to euery danger, 

His ho.fe is ftaine, and all one foot e he fights. 

Seeking for %tebmond in the throat of death, 

Rcfce w, faire Lord , or dfe the day is loft. ■ Enter Tfyvpard 
King. A horfe,a horfe my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, ih brlpc you to a horfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a call. 

And I will ftjndrhe hazard of the die, 

I intake there be ftxcRrchmendt in the field, 

Fiiic haue I ftaine to day iriftead of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe: 

Alarum, Enter Rtehard dr Richmond, they fight fRjchard is 
ftaine then retra'tt’bemg founded. Enter Richmond. Darby 
bearing the Crorone wif bother Lerdr. 

Rwb. God and your arme be praifed viftorioirs fricnds. 
The day is ours the bloudre ddg is dead. 

Dor. Courageous Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heere this long vfurpsd royalties. 

From the dead temples ofthis bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes with all, 

Weare it, and make nauch of it. 

Rwb. Great God of heanen fay Amen to all, 
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